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The Devil Be Damned 


Author's Notes: 
Might be a little too wordy, but I'll let you decide. Regardless, | get to be crowned King of the Sex Scene if | 
continue to insist that these fucking pwps be so fucking long..cripes.. 


I've always thought that Kirk, given his easy personality and general good attitude, would be comfortable in a 
position like the one | just stuck him in. And, even though | don't care for Jason much anymore, he still strikes 


me as having been woefully innocent during his early days with Metallica. 


This was actually a dream | had, just the other morning..you can just imagine. 


Damaged Justice Tour 
West Virginia 
1189 


The Mighty Metallica was taking a fucking day off. Finally. They didn't need to be in Pittsburgh until the 
following day so, by general consensus, not to mention the size of James’ hangover, it was decided that they 
would remain the extra day between gigs hunkered down in the hotel. 

Problem was that would be hunkered down in the Marriott, in Charleston, West Virginia. 

Do you know what's in Charleston, West Virginia? 

Not a fucking thing. 

Kirk groaned out loud into the empty room. Ever since he had awakened he had been trying desperately to find 
something, anything, to waste the time away and be on the move again. There was a mall, across the street. 
That was a big no. The bar downstairs just off the lobby was also a no. Room service had already been 
healthfully abused, evidenced by the three carts hovering near the door. There was nothing of interest on 
television and, according to the local yellow pages, there wasn't a fucking thing to be done, had, or destroyed 
within a hundred and fifty mile radius. 

“Aaaarrrrggggghhhhhh." Kirk, on the bed, kicked his arms and legs in a mock fit of frustration. "I can't take it." 
He sat up and shoved his face into his hands. He was going to loose his fucking mind if he didn't find something 
to do. 

Then it occurred to him. Wait a minute. His eyes shifted left, then right. 

Jason. 


Kirk pulled the receiver off its cradle and punched in 6-0-2. It rang once. 


"Hi there! You've reached your friendly neighborhood Metallica bassist's room. This is Jason speaking. How. May. 
| Help. You?" and then voice dissolved in hysterical laughter. 


Kirk laughed back, this kid was such a..a..fuck he didn't know exactly what to accuse Jason of being, he just 
knew the kid had his own personal brand of charm. And, it didn't hurt that he was sexy. 


"Hey man." 


"Kirk. What up dude?" 

"lim fucking bored." 

"Yeah?" 

"You got weed, Jason?" 

Jason laughed heavily. "Duh." 

"Fucker! Come down here and get me high then" 
"Okay. Gimme a minute." 


Jason hung up the phone and the grin just continued to spread until it overtook his face. Part of it was the 
pot, but the other part of it was the wonder of fate. He moved to the mirror to check his appearance. 


In three months time he would have been a member of Metallica for three years, and over those almost 
three years he'd seen some seriously crazy shit. Rock star crazy shit. Groupies and drugs and liquor and 
hedonism on wheels. At first it had been kind of overwhelming but eventually he had gotten the hang of either 


joining in the raunch-fest or successfully declining without look like a git. 


And after all of that, in such a short period of time, there was only one thing left that still intrigued him. That 


one thing had just called and asked him to come to his room. 
Now all he had to do was figure out a way to bring it up, without- appearing to be interested. 


The door to his room swished shut behind him and he walked the forty or so feet, past 604, to 608 and kicked 
the door with the ball of his bare foot. It opened a second later. 


“Come on in" Kirk said, holding the door ajar for Jason to pass as his hands were full. Jason made his way to 
the small courtesy table by the window and deposited the baggie, bowl, lighter and rolling papers before falling 


heavily into one of the chairs. Kirk sauntered towards him. 
"You got some water?" Jason asked as he pulled a paper from the Job pack. 


"Yeah." Kirk stopped at the mini-fridge and pulled out two waters. He placed one in front of Jason and then took 
the seat opposite. 


Jason abandoned the paper, grabbed the bottle, screwed off the top and downed half of it. Breathing heavily, he 
smiled at Kirk. "Cottonmouth, like a mother." 


Kirk watched as Jason smoothed the paper. He picked up the baggie and drew out a nice sized bud, and then he 
set about breaking up the weed and sprinkling the tiny flakes along the crease in the paper. Kirk took silent 
inventory, the long fingers, calloused tips, sinewy forearms earned from years of playing guitar. His eyes slid 
across the other man's pale skin, up the arms to the shoulders and then across the naked expanse of chest. 


Kirk was appreciative of Jason's shirtless-ness. All the more to drool over, he thought. 


As Jason rolled the joint, careful not to spill the red-haired leaves, his mind raced trying to decide what to, 
how to, when to say anything. He was so curious, and the curiosity was killing him and this was his opportune 


moment to quench his interest, his questions. 


Jason brought the joint to his mouth and slid the side of the paper across his already dry tongue. His fingers 
deftly finished the seal on the joint and he looked up, holding the joint between his thumb and forefinger in 
display. He swung his hair over his left shoulder, placed the end of joint to his lips and fired up the Zippo. With 


a metallic clank he snapped the lighter closed and drew deep on the smoke. 


"And we have lift off" Jason said, and passed the joint across the table to Kirk Kirk laughed and took the joint, 
pressing it to his lips and inhaling. He handed the joint back cross the table to Jason's waiting hand. 


In silence they made it down to half. In the process Jason had racked his brain trying to think of small talk 
that could even possibly set up a decent segue into the darker territory he sought. 


Then a light bulb brightened inside his hazy brain 
Brilliance. 


Shotgun. 


Jason turned the joint in his fingers and placed it in his mouth, fire first. He closed his teeth around the paper 
gently, and then his lips. He placed his hands on the table and stood, leaning over it, leaning towards Kirk. Jason 
lifted his chin in indication for Kirk to move closer and the other man complied. Jason smiled around the joint. 
He moved his hand to Kirk's face and pulled him even closer. Kirk's mouth opened in response and Jason leaned 
in, close, hovering centimeters away from actually touching Kirk's lips with his own and then he blew the thick 
pot smoke into Kirk's lungs. Jason leaned back just barely and watched as Kirk's chest expanded with the effort 
to take and hold in the smoke. They both fell back into their respective chairs, each staring at the other for 
their own, individual reasons. Jason gingerly removed the joint from between his teeth. The stare broke off 


when Kirk began to cough. 


"Fucker." *cough* "Dammit." *cough cough cough* Kirk struggled with a drink of water and after a moment 
his chest settled back to normal. When he cleared the tears from his eyes he saw Jason watching him, his 
arm laid out on the table, the joint between his thumb and forefinger. "Give me that fucking thing," he said and 


snatched the joint from Jason's hand, "and you come over here." Kirk pointed to the floor. 


Jason moved without thinking. He stepped around the table and sank down in front of Kirk He wasn't entirely 


sure where he expected this whole shotgun strategy to take him, or how it was going to get him the 
information that he wanted, so he was just going with the flow. 


Kirk placed the shrinking joint in his mouth the same as Jason had earlier. He closed his lips on the paper and 
then reached down and held Jason's face in both his hands. Kirk closed the distance between them slowly, on 
purpose, using the delay to make a final decision. The end of the joint hovered near Jason's opened mouth, their 
lips were close, and their eyes stared at each other. Oh what the fuck. Kirk pressed past the sliver of air that 
separated them and his lips came down onto Jason's. Kirk breathed in deep through his nose, pulling in the air 
to exhale and quietly savoring Jason's scent. He pressed in just that much more against Jasor‘s lips, enjoying 
their softness this one and only time he'd ever get away with such boldness, and in order to delay the 


inevitable separation he leisurely blew the smoke past its own fire and into Jason's waiting lungs. 
Jason held himself motionless, sucking the smoke into his lungs moving nothing more than his chest. Was this 
really happening? Kirk was kissing him. Fuck. This was so not good. Jason heard the slightest of sounds escape 


from Kirk and that snapped a nerve in him causing him to move back and away from Kirk 


He fell back on his ass and leaned against the bed. Kirk was pulling the joint from his mouth, peeling it off his 
lip where it stuck just a bit, before dropping it into the ashtray. Kirk met his eyes. 


"Did you just kiss me?" Jason asked. He wasn't angry and he wasn't into it, either. He was just curious. 

Kirk's eyes shifted but there was nothing to do but admit it. He shrugged. "Yeah. | guess | did” 

"Why?" Jason shifted, draping his arms across his knees, hands turned up in question 

"| could?" Kirk ventured with a half smile. 

Jason smirked. "No." Jason thought for a moment. He huffed out a small satisfied breath. The shotgun had 
worked after all. He was exactly where he wanted to be, and set up to pursue the truth. "No. That's not why, 
but okay. You don't have to explain it if you'll just explain something else to me." 

"What?" Kirk asked as he curled one leg underneath him. 

"Why men?" 

"What do you mean, why men? 

"Why do you like men? | mean, | know you like girls too, that you like both, and trust me, | _get_ the girl thing. 
| just don't understand the —guy— thing. | mean." Jason searched for the right words, gave up, charged ahead, 


"isn't it, | dunno, gross?" 


Kirk laughed silently, his shoulders shaking. "No, it's not gross. You like being with women, do you think pussy is 


gross?" 


"No. 


"Well, there you go." Kirk said. "| am attracted to men so it's not ‘gross’ to me. Honestly, Jay. Where's this 


coming from?" 

It was Jason's turn to be a little embarrassed. He wasn't entirely sure why he had been so fascinated with 
Kirk's ability to switch hit. He supposed in a way he felt as though he was missing out on something. Something 
grand..secret. 

"| guess..l just..ugh," he began, stuttering, "I'm curious. I'm curious why people like it, | mean its dick. | like my 
own dick, but some other guy's dick.." Jason made a face, pulling his lips tight and down, then he wrinkled his 


nose. 


Kirk laughed at his friend. He knew Jason had to be uncomfortable, but his innocence betrayed him and made 
him ask these things anyway. 


"Have you ever had anal sex with a girl?" Kirk asked pointedly. 

"No." 

"Have you ever stuck anything up your ass?" 

Jason startled. "No!" 

"C'mon, Jay. Never? Not even when you were a kid? Not even some hot chick's little pinkie finger?" 


Jason's head gave one emphatic shake. Kirk rolled his eyes hard, mumbling something about hopelessly straight 
men. He considered Jason for a long moment and then figured, why not. 


"Okay, it's like this." Kirk stopped to think a moment more. "Fuck, | don't know. It's sex Jay. It feels good" 
"But how? | mean, uh, okay..how can having some guy stick his dick in your ass feel good? Doesn't it hurt?" 


"Sometimes it hurts, if they don't take their time, if they rush it, it can hurt. If you do it right though," Kirk 
sighed dreamily, "it just feels great." 


| don't get it" 
Kirk cocked his head to one side and considered Jason for a moment. "You know what your prostate is?" 


"Yeah." Jason said, but he was nodding too much, giving away his obvious ignorance. 


Kirk smirked. 
"Well, | sorta know. Like about cancer and stuff" 


“That's what | thought. Okay, your prostate's in your ass..basically. It controls your cum, basically. If you touch 
it," Kirk wiggled his finger accordingly, "it just sorta rushes energy all over your body and it can make you 


cum really hard." 
"Really?" 
Kirk smiled at Jason's wide eyed innocence. He nodded once. "Really." 


Jason weighed the information for several seconds. Okay," he squinted, just a bit, trying to envision the 
process. "Okay, but how does that relate to having a dick in your ass." 


Now Kirk would have thought that was obvious, and then he remembered he was working with a near virgin 
here. The evilest of thoughts surfaced. "Well," he began, "if a guy is stroking a dick in and out of your ass 
then, by rights, he'd be rubbing across your prostate with each stroke. And with each stroke you get that 
energy rush, and your cock gets hard and sometimes you don't even have to touch yourself and you get off. 
And those orgasms, wow, yeah, there's nothing like it. It's nothing like just plain fucking, nothing at all" Kirk 
moved his hand in the air, indicating, "Whole different level." 


"Really." 


Kirk raised one brow and the side of his mouth slid upwards as he leaned slightly forward. "I could show you." 
The eyebrow wiggled at Jason. 


Jason's head shifted back. "Uh. No." 


Kirk laughed, leaning back and pulling both his legs up into the chair. Jason's face was pink. Kirk reached across 
the table and grabbed the bowl and baggie. As he set about packing the bowl he wondered about the 
conversation. It didn't bother him a bit to talk about sex, and it was no secret amongst the band that he liked 
both the fairer and the stronger sexes. He just never imagined he'd be giving the Gay Sex IOl course lecture 
to Jay. Not that he hadn't fantasized about Jason in that way, it's just that Jason seemed so incredibly 
innocent, so..straight. Kirk brought the pipe to his lips and lit its contents. Breathing in, he figured everybody 
grew up at some point. He handed the bowl and lighter off to Jason. 


Jason took the bowl and smoked. He shifted his ass on the carpet as he inhaled, lodging his elbows against his 
knees and stretching his torso, trying to unceremoniously rearrange his lap. Right this second his jeans were 


getting crowded. 


He handed the bowl back to Kirk and asked, "Where is it again?" 


"Prostate?" 
"Yeah." 


"Is about an inch or so just inside your ass, towards the front side of your body. You know that slip of skin 
under your balls, between there and your asshole?" Kirk inhaled. 


Jason nodded. 


"It's on the other side of that spot.if that makes sense." Kirk exhaled the smoke and handed off the pipe. "I 
mean, if you touch there you're basically touching your prostate from the outside. Feels better from the 


inside, though." 


All of a sudden that same area of skin got really warm inside Jason's pants, the pipe all but forgotten in his 


fingertips. "And you've fucked a guy, right?" 
"Several." 


"Is it," Jason paused for a moment, "I mean, uh, is it really so different? | mean, does it feel different, or 


something?" Jason's eyes raced around the room, avoiding Kirk completely. 


Kirk roared with laughter, that is until it was cut short the second he noticed the bulge between Jason's legs. 
The arms resting conspicuously in that area weren't enough to hide the evidence. Kirk sobered immediately, his 


tone turned soft. 


"Yeah, Jase, it does feel different. Very different” Kirk shifted just a little forward and put his feet back on 
the floor. "Obviously, its warm, just like any inside part of anyone's body, mouth, pussy, ass. So its warm, and 
with lube or cum, it's slick and wet and silky." Jason looked at Kirk, and Kirk moved imperceptibly closer. His 
voice dropped. Their eyes were locked. "What's the best though, the absolute best part is that it's tight. It's so 
tight" Kirk slid out of his chair and moved to sit next to Jason on the floor, his voice now a whisper. "Jason, 
its so fucking tight it's like this velvet vice grip surrounding your cock, sliding up and down and begging for 


you to go deeper," Kirk's hip burned into Jason's side, "cum harder. You never want it to stop." 


Jason felt the tiny flex of Kirk's hips that accompanied those last words. He could hear Kirk's breathing, feel it 


move his hair ever so slightly. It was like his senses were on red alert. 
"Jason?" 
"Mmm?" 


Kirk leaned in, pressing his face to Jason's hair just at the shoulder. Softly, he asked, "Jason, do you want to 


fuck me?" 


A long pause, and then, "Yeah." 


Kirk stood up and stepped past Jason's feet, walking to the space between the double beds. Jason didn't move. 
He listened though. His hearing seemed hyper-sensitive, fuck, all of him was hyper-sensitive right now. Jason 
could hear the cloth of Kirk's shirt rustle as it was removed. He heard Kirk scratch. Then steps, a drawer, 
something small bounced on one of the mattresses. Kirk removed the phone from it's cradle and after the dial 
tone died, the busy signal started, but even that wasn't enough to overshadow the distinctive popping sounds 


as Kirk opened his Levi's. Jason blinked at the window, it was now or never. 


Kirk slid the jeans off and threw them across the bed opposite, watching as Jason took to his feet. He smiled in 
anticipation, then smiled broader when he noticed Jason was removing his clothes. He chuckled when he realized 


Jason was undressing deliberately facing away from Kirk. This should get interesting. 


Kirk kicked out of his underwear and planted himself on the side of the bed, his heavy cock bouncing between 
his legs. He enjoyed the site of the pale ass being exposed to him just then. He reached between his legs and 
stroked his dick. He was fairly certain he'd never get inside that ass but he was determined to commit it to 
memory so he can abuse it in his head on those certain nights when he jacked off thinking about plowing 
between Jason's legs. Kirk let go of his cock as Jason turned towards him, eyes on fire, head unsure, body 
motionless. Kirk checked him out, the skinny white body, the hands fidgeting at his sides, the hard cock that 
youthfully stood straight against the other man's flat belly. It was a nice cock too, Kirk approved. He smiled at 
Jason by way of invitation just as Jason took his first steps towards the bed, towards him. When Jason made 
it all the way to Kirk, he sat down beside him on the bed and stuck his hands between his knees. Kirk 


suppressed a laugh. 
| don't think it's gonna work that way." Kirk said, lightly. 
"| don't know what l'im doing." 


Kirk trailed a hand, carefully benign, across Jason's naked back. "You don't have to know what you're doing. I'l 


show you." 

"l'm gonna do it wrong." 

"Impossible." 

Jason could feel Kirk move around beside him and then the other man was suddenly sliding over his knee and 
settling in front of him on the floor. Kirks dark head never looked up at him, he simply set about rearranging 
Jason's body. Kirk took his hands and pulled them from between his knees, guiding them instead to either side 
of his hips on the bed. Jason felt unsure when Kirk guided his legs apart and then just sat their staring, not 
saying anything. 


Kirk paused. He wanted to lick it. 


Their was a brief moment of panic as Jason watched Kirk's head move closer to his crotch. He wasn't entirely 
sure about this level of intimacy. It seemed so.. 


"Oh. Fuck." Jason's voice was reverent. Kirk smiled around the mouthful and then slid his mouth down over 
Jason's cock for a second time, his hands keeping the other man's knees spread far apart. Before he couldn't, 
Kirk took a deep breath and then moved farther down, burying the head of Jason's dick deep into the back of 
his throat. He stayed there and a second later simulated swallowing several times so that his throat muscles 
contracted around Jason "Fuck me!" Yeah, it was a neat trick, he'd learned that one from Mark during the 
demo. Worked every time. Kirk slobbered on Jason until he felt he'd gotten the right amount of slickness there, 
then he retreated. He reached over Jason's left thigh, to the bed, and came back with a small square wrapper. 
Jason watched intently as Kirk nicked the package open with his teeth, removed the condom and then, 
curiously, placed the condom in his mouth. Kirk leaned back in. He pressed his tongue into the latex, making 
direct contact with Jason's sensitive slit as a guide, and then he carefully rolled the condom onto Jason's cock 


with his lips. Another neat trick 


Jason could barely breathe, and Kirk wasn't making it any easier. If he didn't find a way to breathe he was 
going to shoot his load right now. He watched as Kirk reached over his thigh again and came back with a small 
bottle of clear liquid, opening it and squirting generous amounts of the liquid into his hands before placing it on 
the nightstand. Kirk rubbed both of his hands together, spreading the lube. Jason looked at the bottle but he 
couldn't read the label, and it really didn't matter since he just about came out of his own skin when one of 
Kirk's hands wrapped around his cock and slicked the outside of the condom with the lube. His head snapped 
back to Kirk. 


Kirk had his right hand around Jason's shaft, stroking. He reached down between his legs and stroked his cock 
with the left, now spreading lube in both places. He looked at his own cock as it slipped easily within his fist, 
the already dark flesh turning darker, getting harder, with the continuous rush of blood. He looked up at 
Jason's sheathed, purpling head and then into Jason's eyes. He nodded once, watching as the last drop of 


trepidation erased itself from Jason's blue gaze, and then Jason nodded back. 
Kirk let go of both dicks, and stood. 
"Okay," he held a sticky hand out to Jason. "Let's go over here." 


Jason took his hand and followed him to the chair in the corner. You couldn't call it an ‘Easy Chair, the 
insinuation just didn't fit. But it was an upholstered chair, probably the only comfortable chair in the room. 
Jason had no idea how this was going to work, but what did he know. He watched Kirk as the other man folded 
himself into the chair, scooted, situated. His eyes widened when Kirk spread his cheeks against the chair. Kirk 
looked up at him. 


"Grab me a pillow." He said, gesturing towards the bed. Jason stepped over and brought back one pillow, as 
requested. Once again Kirk scooted forward, just the edge of his ass on the seat and then he reached back and 
stuffed the pillow behind him. He reached out a hand and Jason took it. He pulled down and Jason got on his 
knees between Kirk's legs. Kirk looked down between his legs and then at Jason's crotch, he looked back up and 


smiled. "Yeah, this should work" 


Jason knelt there as Kirk leaned back. He watched as Kirk grabbed his own cock and fisted it tightly. He pulled 
up an inch or so, collecting extra lube on the edge of his hand until he was satisfied He braced himself with 
his dry hand and hooked either leg over the respective arms of the chair. Jason gawked. The sight wasn't 
exactly what he was expecting, although he hadn't even been sure what to expect. Kirk reached down past his 
balls and applied the extra lube to his exposed ass, all the time watching Jason watch him. When he was done 
there, Kirk's hand came back to pinch at the head of his own cock. He put his hand back down between his legs, 
palm up. He wiggled his fingers, whispered, "Come here." 


Jason looked into Kirk's eyes, as he walked forward on his knees. He wasn't sure what to do with his hands. 


Instinctively he placed his left palm on inside of Kirk's right knee. 
“That's it Jay. That's it" 
"Um. What do | do?" 


Newbie, newbie, newbie, Kirk chanted inside his head. "Hold your dick at the base and bend it out. You're gonna 
have to hold onto it for a minute. Until you get inside. That takes a minute, okay?" 


Jason nodded, silent. 


"Now just come forward a little." Jason scooted across the inches that separated them. "Good. Now." Kirk looked 
down at Jason's hand, where it held at the base of his cock God this was fucking hot. He kept his eyes 


downcast, he wanted so badly to see this. 


"Now just line up with me, there ya go. Yeah, right there. Rub me with the tip, back and forth, just a little bit" 
Jason rubbed the tip of his cock against the other man's body, the sensation shot through to his toes. 


Kirk blinked heavily, continued, "Okay, now just lean a little weight into it, okay, a little more, that's it, that's 
good, right there. Okay, now just wait. Itll only take a second" Kirk watched intently, Jason was watching too. He 
didn't know what else to do. Kirk took a long breath, letting it out slowly forcing his body to relax, and then it 
happened. The tight muscle gave and the head of Jason's cock sunk slowly inside Kirk's body. 


"Unh." Jason's eyes slammed shut. 


"Yeah." Kirk breathed. He looked up at Jason then, saw the muscle bunching in the other man's jaw. "Now, just 
push, slowly. Just sink into me." 


Jason let his weight lean forward, keeping his eyes shut. The feeling rising up from his groin was inexplicable. 
Kirk's body was so hot around his cock he could imagine that it burned, burned in the sweetest of ways. He 
could hear Kirk breathing and, with his eyes shut, every sense he had was focused on how it felt to his dick 
to be pushing into this tight fucking hot, wet hole. Kirk's body relaxed just enough to allow for the long slide in 


and Jason felt as if he was being pulled forward. Before he knew it he could feel Kirk's balls against his thumb, 
and when he removed his hand they rested against his belly. His eyes opened slowly. Kirk was smiling at him. 


"Its different, isn't it?" 

Jason didn't think he could form words, but he did. Finally. One. "Very." 

"Well, you're in there." Kirk said, chuckling. 

Jason looked at him seriously. "Now what?" 

Kirk's face went serious too. He licked his bottom lip and then pulled it through his teeth. 

"Fuck me." 

Jason placed his right hand on Kirk's other knee, unconsciously spreading the other man's legs farther apart. 
He pulled back with his hips and watched down the bridge of his nose as his dick slid out of Kirk's body just 
barely half way and then he shifted and thrust gently back inside. He continued this way for several long 
minutes, half thrusts, slow paced, completely enamored with the sight below him. He registered the occasional 
noise that came from Kirk. This, this definitely felt very different, he thought. His eye caught sight of the 
edge of the condom, but it didn't even feel like he was wearing one. It felt so slick, like the real thing. It was 
the saliva He'd have never thought to lube the inside of the condom. Damn this felt good. 

"Jason?" 

He continued to thrust. 

"Jason" 

He looked up at Kirk slowly, heavy lidded. His lip was caught in his teeth. 

"Pull farther out, until just your head's inside." 

Jason followed the direction As he did he felt something slide over the top edge of the head of his cock. 
"Like that?" 


"Yeah." Kirk's face was slack, eyes half shut. 


Jason moved back forward, again that something touched him. As the sensation faded Kirk's muscles jerked and 
his eyes closed completely. 


"Yeah," Kirk said, "just like that." 


Jason frowned slightly, but continued on. Kirk opened his eyes, watching him. He slid out, until the ridge of his 
head was tucked just inside Kirk's body and then he carefully leaned in and slid himself back inside. This time 
when Kirk's muscles bunched, his cock bounced against his stomach too. Jason's eyes went wide and he looked 
up into Kirk's face, holding perfectly still. 

"Prostate?" 

Kirk smiled. "Yes sir." 


"Oh" Jason's eyes moved from Kirk's face down to the dark cock and then back to Kirk's eyes. 


"You don't have to touch me. | can take care of that" Kirk said, and by way of explanation he reached down 


and began stroking his own dick. 

"0..okay." 

Kirk's eyes closed. "And Jason?" 

"Yeah?" 

"l'm not a china doll, trust me, you cant break me." 

Jason laughed at himself, sliding out of Kirk and then, the devil be damned, he used his entire weight and 
slammed back home again A united "Unh" sounded as their bodies met with force. Jason pulled out and thrust 
again, hard. His breath came faster. 


"Stokay?" He asked, his eyes darting from between their bodies and Kirk's face, as he continued thrusting. 


"Is better than okay." Kirk said, winking over a half smile. His eyes shut and his hand continued to pull his cock 


along for the ride. Jason was fucking him. It was almost too much. 

"Oh fuck" 

"Pull all the way out Jay," and the other man did, "That's it baby. Fuck Me!" 

Jason was moving faster, and harder. His cock was on fire, and it was so fucking hard. Jason's hips bucked, and 
the rhythm increased to frantic. His cock was now moving easily within the tight confines of his partner. When 


he pulled out now, he pulled all the way out only to shove back into the depths again with the following thrust. 


"Fuck" Jason growled. his fingers gripped tightly at Kirk's legs, his nails digging into the brown skin, shoving the 
knees higher, the thighs farther back. He watched Kirk's hand work furiously against his skin 


"Jason?" Kirk panted. 

"Yeah?" Jason looked up. 

"Keep fucking me Jay, I'm gonna cum." He was breathing heavily. "This is the best part." 

Jason closed his eyes and kept thrusting, faster and faster. 

"Fuck yeah." Kirk breathed and then it was clear to Jason what he meant. 

Jason's head jerked, his eyes screwed shut even tighter and he swallowed, hard. Kirk's body was convulsing all 
around his, muscle clamping down hard enough around his cock to impede his thrusting and he kept on shoving 
through. The pit of his stomach swirled and then the cum poured out of him in shock waves. He fell forward 


onto Kirk's wet stomach and continued thrusting until he started to go soft. 


Both were still panting when Jason heard the soft laughter filter up through Kirk's chest. He righted himself 
just enough to see Kirk's shiny, black eyes. 


"It's different, eh?" 


Jason laughed back. "It's definitely different" 


~The-the-the-that's all folks! ~ 


